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flying in unreasoning terror to our camels again.
Once more we urged them to their' utmost speed,
but with no such catching of the breath this time.
Abdullah showed off his wonderful riding by
hurling himself off in mid-career and scrambling
up again by his patient animal's tail, while I bumped
along in acute discomfort, hoping that the wild
rush would soon give way to a more ordered and
leisurely procedure. ' As soon as we realised that
there was no train anywhere near, we steadied down
and jogged comfortably on to Fagieh, which we
reached in time for the midday meal.
To my astonishment, I found that Nuri's force
had settled down, and that he was sending for tents.
He had apparently given up any idea of going
farther north, and was talking of nothing but the
possibility of taking and capturing Abu Jerdun
Station. This was not at all what we had arranged,
but it was no good arguing with Nuri, so I rode
straight on to Aba'l Lissan the same afternoon and
saw Feisal, who expressed great annoyance that the
original plan was not being carried out. He offered
to give me a written order for Nuri, but I managed
to induce him to come himself in a car to Fagieh,
bringing Ja'far with him. Here we had a long
discussion which resulted in a solemn promise that
in five days3 time the guns would be ready for me at
Towana, west of Jurf al Derawish. Not yet having
learnt my lesson, I left Fagieh at midnight for
Musheyish to tell Marzuq, and to get him to bring
the Beni Sakhr to the new rendezvous. I found him
in great distress at the conflicting reports which
reached him from day to day about the British raid
on Salt. At one moment we actually started north
on the strength of a message from Feisal which was

